Jack Brooking (Jack Beach) 
1212 Cathleen Circle 
Gulf Breeze, Florida 32561 
Phone: 904/932-6359 



REST STOP IV 

Second Visit to Billy Joe*s Trailer 
Saturday, October 28, 1995 

% 

Since Billy had no phone, I had dropped him a note in plenty of time to 
reach him before Saturday, saying I would drop by mid-aftemoon on the 28th. 

I really looked forward to this visit, for I had gone over my records of the 
three previous meetings and had drawn up a list of questions which I hoped 
would verify (or challenge) earlier statements, fill in missing information, 
and clear up some of the chronological tangle in his story. Also, in reread- 
ing my record of the last visit, I was so impressed with his apparent love for 
Shakespeare (and poetry in general) that I bought a "find** volume of five 
Shakespearean tragedies (fake leather binding, gilt lettering, and engravings 
of 19th Century actors in various roles — all on sale for $12) and a volume 
of Favorite Modem Poems in paperback. I looked forward to presenting these 
to Billy, hoping he would enjoy them. I also packed my camera, feeling he 
probably wouldn't object to a few shots of himself and his trailer. Why 
hadn*t I thought of that before? 

The 28th (as I recall how, two weeks later), was overcast. I stopped at 
the end of Billy’s street and took a couple of shots. The neighborhood unac- 
countably appeared neater and more ordered than I had remembered it from my 
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first visit. Then I pulled up in Billy's drive and clicked off a couple of 
shots from the car. Two barking rusty-colored dogs (suddenly two of them) 
greeted me with non- threatening barks, and when I got out, I noticed the place 
looked picked up and neater and that laundry flapped on a line in the back. 

The door was closed and seemed to be locked toward the top with a new-looking 
keyed latch. I pounded on the flimsy splintered door and yelled Billy's name. 
No response. I was .bewildered by the sound of music from a radio inside and 
even more baffled by other music blaring out back. A neighbor's radio, I 
thought at first, but upon investigation, I found a speaker going full blast 
in the jumbled patio area where we'd talked nearly a month ago. When I walked 
back around front, I noticed two other doors to the trailer, but both looked 
as if they had been nailed shut and unused for some time. Nor was the black 
beat-up Datsun in view, though I couldn't remember it there on the last visit 
either. I decided to wait for half an hour, just in case they were out run- 
ning errands or something. But I'd no sooner settled into one of the Assassi- 
nation books I had along, than the neighbor lady came home and called across, 
"The boys are gone. For the week-end, maybe." 

I was disappointed. But I left the gift-wrapped books in the mailbox 
with a note saying I would drop back next Wednesday about the same time on my 
way home to Pensacola. 

I was surprised that Billy Joe wasn't there — no note or anything. 
Driving to the end of Mackeral Drive, I was so distracted that I made a wrong 
turn and had to backtrack to get back to town and onto I -10. 



